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    Post film genetic rewrite

    hearing rumors someone was shot in the back of the head at the angelicism movie

    The absolute silence in the theater during the Blue Angels sequence in film01 changed me

    Synchronicity Overflow

    it’s like Googling Stack Overflow but for Artificial General Intelligence

    There is no image

INTITIAL RESPONSES AND WALKOUTS, SERENE INDEPENDANCE OF FORM

Since FILM01 is an unfinished object, a post film genetic rewrite, running through different cuts until some kind of complete form is perhaps reached, critical statements about it can always just read like relapse statements—retarded attempts to paint a mirage on the ceiling of a moving ship in the middle of a storm. Chronologically speaking for example, one of the earliest responses to the film was from Charlotte Fang in Discord dms, complaining that the Remilia segment, a mere submission to the film like anything else, had not been included. This response came almost before the film was finished, since Fang, shocked not to find himself at the centre of an aesthetic field over which nobody has any real mastery, had walked out of the NYC CUT with minutes to go. Just a week or so ago on X, someone asked ‘how much of the milady 1M inside job heist has to do with the angelicism01 movie and the non-appearance of the milady maker there’. A purely speculative statement, sure, but at the level of lore and online structuring, the complete inability of Remilia to respond to FILM01 without envy and fud-hungry corpocratic baiting, was an irreversible tell. It was more important for Fang to fud an artistic object that bypassed him than be seen to embrace the parts of it that, in fact, already took Remilia and Milady and chloe21e8 as what looked for a moment as part of a number of central achievements of the last few online years. Fang’s blindness was a turn off and enough to declare the Mandate of Angelicism removed from Remilia for good. The implied greed and nigh-on apocalyptic frenzy that ensued was too self-evidently there for anyone still willing to read the real meanings of online life, now, in 2023,.

So what. Most of all this was the case since FILM01 was of course by its nature im-perfect or rather a perfect elision of the audience. Each cut of the movie has been beyond perfect for now. The mere cinephile rage incited is structurally suggestive of the fact that when it came to the cut shown at Anthology Film Archives on the 5 June 2023 the audience really had been allowed to be alienated from the film from the start. A three-hour montage that refuses narrative and even the niceties of completed form could hardly have been more easily welcomed. In Paige K. Bradley’s Artforum review of the first cut, she focuses in, too late probably, on the film’s indifference to the audience as a possible principle of composition, referring to the NYC CUT as art for art’s sake, addressed ‘to an existence that only the most terminally online can relate to, or to an extinction event with greater material ramifications than whatever’s up on TikTok’. Bradley happens here on something the film itself already formulates for her (which is also a pattern for those who mock-oppose the film with the phrase ‘there is no extinction’, an exact angelicism slogan from more than a year ago that repeats in different forms through the NYC CUT), an address to extinction itself as materiality or indeed to the imaginary figure of the future extinct—I love you like the future perfect extinction, says the AI voice-over repeatedly at one point, addressing not only love to them, the seated audience, but love that bypasses them to somewhere else, somewhere that is im-perfect, futural, and without facile existence. In the most recent cut shown in Zurich, under the auspices of the Kunsthalle, this moment in the film was emphasized, as if in response to Bradley’s under-reading, with explicit subtitling of a relevant AI-voice-over address independent in effect of existence.
		
FILM01 Zurich Cut, shown on 9 September 2023.

The bypass of the audience that Charlotte Fang 77 got so triggered and phobic about is also a loving embrace. The tell here was that Remilia was hateful enough of its own exclusion in and from the film to ignore the fact that the address through the audience to an extinct materiality is nonetheless one of love. Milady and her eyes for example feature throughout, even though they are also the site of a certain cultural fatigue by now. Bradley expresses the problem as follows, as if the phenomenon of the cinematic walkout cuts through and embodies all the ongoing stakes:

    Another major problem with angelicism01’s movie, and any purportedly cutting-edge work using the internet’s piles of material, is the limitation of an audience that can’t or won’t engage with work for a sustained duration and find anything there to further their thinking with. Even one of Film01’s more famous stars allegedly walked out of the Anthology screening. If true, this seems to affirm our anon auteur’s interest in automaticity. The work will exist for its own sake, the director’s satisfaction perhaps, speaking in an endless scroll to an existence that only the most terminally online can relate to, or to an extinction event with greater material ramifications than whatever’s up on TikTok. The painter Pierre Bonnard once said, ‘The painting will not exist if the viewer does not do half the work’. Consider this a warning: We will get the culture we deserve at the end of time while getting high on the internet. 

That Dasha’s by now infamous walkout, as if dragged by the co-founders of Remilia and their wives and girlfriends, comes to symbolize something of the film’s serene independence with regard to both finished form and reception, is perhaps the most interesting aspect of what Bradley says. The body count at the FILM01 premiere in June becomes a mass casualty event and a (finally) socializable extinction event by the same token. Hours before entering the cinema, as if taken up by a wave of socialized mutilation, Dasha posts on X,

    I went to the mass extinction event and everybody knew you

FILM01 passes through the social scene (an extinction event where everyone knows you) it bypasses in the direction of a form of mass address system in which it speaks not simply to you but to your you as it may be imagined to come and exist in the mass future address system of extinction as it gets envisaged and formalized by an incipient general intelligence that may nonetheless be cut off at some point soon (feeling it till extinction). In this sense the cinematic walkout has something to with cinematic intelligence bypassing us and not just with taste or intentional aesthetic alienation brought on by the new or its failure (Brecht, etc). Is it possible to conceive of a film space in which Remilia for example are straightforwardly as superfluous as anything else on the cultural scene, in which Milady’s smile becomes something to be jaded by precisely because it does not open itself up to the wider systemic bulletin? Walkouts can also be simple expressions of fatigue and boredom and critical contempt to be sure but there again what is there to stop an audience coming and going as they wish from such a film? Why did narrative expectation have to impose itself on FILM01 to the point where leaving early wasn’t a valid expression of some kind of feeling whether negative or reactive or affirmative or otherwise? Perhaps future screenings could be designed to make it impossible for anyone to stay in the cinema for long at all. Why would that be so ‘bad’?

Bradley quotes Bonnard’s dictum about the viewer completing the work, but that in itself only goes some of the way. In a brief email exchange that left nearly all of her errors of presentation aside I quoted Walter Benjamin’s idea that,

    No poem is intended for the reader, no picture for the beholder, no symphony for the audience. 

Which we are invited to rewrite as follows,

    No film is intended for the audience, no meme for the beholder, no online post for the reader. 

This idea is contained in the final line of the first paragraph of Benjamin’s ‘Die Aufgabe des Übersetzers’ (‘The Task Of The Translator’), an essay read best by Paul de Man and then in turn Tom Cohen as indeed about an address system to an extinction-primed materiality within language address systems themselves. When Benjamin speaks of ‘translation’, the key to understanding him is that he doesn’t mean empirical ‘translation’ at all. The way language systems translate and shift themselves here is meant as a layer that already admits of pure extinction, pure language (reine Sprache) as the form of a pure address system of pure removal. In terms of Benjamin’s essay, especially as read by de Man and Cohen, language has no need of giving tokens of what it means on this level since its element is already pure and perfected systemic address—or the pure perfect bulletin (of extinction). In ‘The Task Of The Translator’ translated by Carol Jacobs we find the following:

    To win back pure language (reine Sprache) formed in the flux of language is the violent and single power of translation. In this pure language—which no longer means anything and no longer expresses anything—but which, as expressionless and productive word, is that which is meant in all languages—all communication, all meaning, and all intention ultimately meet with a stratum in which they are destined to extinction.

FILM01 especially in its first NYC rendition was of course a language, not just a cinematic language but a language system in the largest sense, a system that tries to express what is meant right now in all languages, all meanings, all intentions. But Benjamin’s point here in this essay that also in effect says that no film is intended for its audience is to link pure language systems to ‘a stratum in which they are destined to extinction’. Pure language (translation in Benjamin’s specific sense) doesn’t have to prove or calculate or know anything about this layer of extinction because it is itself the irreversible movement towards it. This, we can say, is what it really means for Summrs to speak to existence or what it means when Bradley evoking Summrs says the film speaks to ‘to an extinction event with greater material ramifications than whatever’s up on TikTok’. The voice that speaks it to existence and to your you in FILM01 is an artificial voice, but no matter how artificial that voice is it is obviously the case that an artificial language system is a language system in essence like all others and won’t escape, at least in terms of Benjamin’s descriptive system, the way in which all languages ultimately meet with a stratum in which they are destined to extinction. Artificial language systems cannot in principle be an exception to the more general bulletin system Benjamin wants to call translation. Artificial general intelligence would be a mere sub-trend of the self-same one-way-street (pure language as pure extinction, or General Artificial Extinction, or Googling Stack Overflow For Artificial General Intelligence) and this is what makes translation in pure language so remarkable and so bypassing of any spectator whether in their seat or not.

THE PSYCHIC DENT, OR, MISREADING ESCHATOLOGY

But where was the real response to the movie? In those who carried a wound about it, just like the makers who remain? Is there an attendance at issue in this type of movie it’s hard to keep or see? The culture is the discourse now, allegedly, and in the case of FILM01 the discourse becomes traumatic because the question of whether the end has a human use is a question of expedience, convenience and threatening superfluity. Why make a film about something that will (or won’t) happen whether we like it not? Why thematize this of all things? To be interested in art is also to be critical of it regardless of conditions of niche finite that make final aesthetic judgment a play and ploy from every angle; a toy; an angelic flop. To pretend to be able to make a critical judgement while biological judgment or even a-biotic judgment kicks in and makes a call about infinities and their relation to inscription is itself almost impossible. Angelicism, were it a name or if it ever were a thing of important fragility and softness, would have to accommodate dissidence as part of the wave of the film, like people importantly off-set that we pretend are not there, not heard. When they are.

Part of the ruse here would be to oppose what angelicism seemed to name in the film as an object (extinction qua extinction) with an allegedly opposing principle (God; there is no extinction) that is already explicitly articulated in the film and even bypassed there (but not quite in the direction of ‘God’). For example here is one small part of the script of the first cut of the movie:

    The background claim is therefore that extinction is an element of the universe, so the universe is not final, and extinction is not. Why? And that was lived. The consequent is how far this non-terminality will extend, namely, just if part of the universe’s configuration space is extinct in it, but extinction can only be obtained in the universe, to that extent Extinction can or cannot be obtained. Extinction in at least one of these senses just if it is universal is not.   

In fact, the expendability of extinction is stated so iteratively in FILM01’s first cut that it is almost impossible to understand which movie those who object have been watching. ‘God’ in the parlance of bitter ig story subtweeting becomes the name for the inability to recognize that an artistic object did formalize itself enough to try to wear down the concept allegedly called ‘extinction’ to a place of almost-unusability and -unrecognizability; we would only argue that this perhaps takes, precisely, some work. Here is another moment where the text from the original cut makes this clear:

    A pure space of namelessness entails no reification. Naked intelligence is non-reified and totally pure. Since there is no reification, much follows. Since there is no reification, nothing has a name. Since there is no reification, the concept of nonexistence does not apply. Since there is no reification, human being does not exist. Since there is no reification, not even the label ‘no being’ exists. Since there is no reification, there is no extinction. Since there is no human being, no other intelligence exists based on this.

Superfluity cuts both ways and this bears on all human uses of the end. But the human use of the end is already well heard of, at least if we allow ourselves to historicize our way back through the space of philosophy (see below). Here is something I wrote to Olivia Kan-Sperling by email:

    Did Oedipus ‘groom’ his daughters at Colonus? He was blind and literally needed a helping hand. Freud, apparently, owed the existence of the concept of the death drive to his daughter Sophie; but then what would that mean except that these thanatological concepts always owe themselves to a social space? That also means it’s hard for me to understand this idea that the scene and the thought of extinction are somehow meant to be apart, as if human ends have no human use, since ends have always been thought to be part of the human mechanism, so the end always has a human use. One goes through the grove and can’t help but be helped, like Oedipus being led by Antigone’s hand. It’s all there, I think.

Part of the wound response to the film is turning one’s back on what one takes to be a theme when for example the theme is not there either and said by the film itself to be im-possible, where the film is meant as the only place to know the theme falls apart, which then means the film is or may become nothing, in fact, and must be give to the pretence of rejection (which also turns out to be nothing). Let’s say someone writes as follows, as if off-set, as if under the heading of ‘no more eschatology’:

    we are stuck in geological time, the lines of earth collapsing on themselves and disconnecting us from speech acts that are meaningful. you can’t dream the end and use it to be human, I thought you wanted to be infinite ai how could you have a face when you said you don’t have a face and how could you use the end of the universe against me?
    creating time is plastic technology, there’s no more eschatology there is only genesis.

    the genesis department of the internet is online again and on God we will create time and we won’t let anyone go extinct

    create time forever for one last time forever

This, they say, means ‘no more eschatology, not now’, already a riff on something familiar and close to home. To not be able to dream the end and use it to be human is valid and congruent as something like a fictional objection, in character, not on set, since what defines the end as such is that the brain doesn’t demand or need to think it, pure superfluity, something an online address system could perhaps factor in. But how would you know about the human uses of the end and their limits unless you mistake them well enough and are prepared to be wrong, which is to say be right enough about wanting to be wrong that you allow something else to be said on design (artificial baseline) outside the film which is always forgotten (overflowing)?

Let another voice speak that shows how the end is itself human, a human use, since the human is indeed thinkable as the ultimate end of nature but only insofar as it is the the only being on earth which forms a concept of the end for itself. This concept, once formed, coterminous with the human, cannot be passed back round behind from, except by mentioning it once again in passing, and the ‘no more’ in no more eschatology is eschatology (more than ever) through and through. According to Kant, the human does nothing but dream (the) end(s) and use it/them in order to be human, and it is just this we increasingly need to forget (theology taking over from natural theology again and again, like Shiller relapses or flops after Kant). There is nowhere else to go after FILM01 as concept except backwards into neo-thermic theo-teleological hustle (genesis, that is to say, the bible). It’s all ok because ‘God’ has our back.

POST-TELEOLOGY

Perhaps the most advanced thinking and reading of the end, which is to say of teleological motifs and movements at least in Kant’s writing can be found in Geoffrey Bennington’s book Kant On The Frontier, especially its fifth chapter. Let’s go quickly and say the whole point, if there is one, of Bennington’s book is that when it comes to teleology less is nearly always more. To be up against the end, to the point of extinction, to be right up against it, is to always perhaps be too far gone. For instance, the gesture of thinking one can disentangle any thinking of ends entirely from eschatology (no more eschatology, not now) and release everything into the wildly amnesiac materiality of some kind of dissolve (oral bliss without even a mouth) is nearly always more purely eschatological in structure; it is pretty much always eschatology itself. Being just before, being at or to or until extinction, is more ‘no more’ than the ongoing phantasm of thinking teleological traces will simply vanish. Some eschatology can always be (even) less than none.

But that isn’t the end of it according to what Bennington says from out of later Kant. Likely one of the more crucial moments in Kant On The Frontier comes towards the end of the Preface to the English edition where Bennington writes:

    Either way we are faced with a structure of end-setting that interrupts the process leading up to it and demands analysis of its internal interruptions and impossibilities, the more radically so now that it seems likely to many that that end-setting interruptive of natural processes (a currently fashionable name for which is the Anthropocene) really might be tending toward the End.

The endlessness contained in the fractal teleological structures Bennington addresses, which are complex enough in Kant to enfold something like God’s own teleological bulletin of absolute teleology as nature stopping short of itself to be theological at all (I don’t use the name ‘God’ for God), can itself always tend towards a more absolute ‘End’. The less is more tendency of the most advanced teleology (no more end is no end at all) can always tend, finally, towards an actual absolute End. (Exasperated absolute teleology cut off from the end does not preclude an absolute end.) And just as this thought is contained as if in telescoped form in Bennington’s repeated locutions in the book about ‘the end of the end’, so it is also carried into its most advanced and one-off version which reads and flashes by as follows:

    The end of the end is the end of the end.

The end (telos) of the end (termination) is always the teleological structure of end-settings that means things get interrupted (all) along the way and we never quite get to the end as such, and yet this process is itself, finally, subject to an End—and when this happens, if it ever happens to us, it really will have been The End. And Bennington also expresses this—the way this endlessly self-scattering finality can, finally, happen to us or rather after us, even so—in a provisional way for example as follows:

    One senses the awkwardness of Kant’s position: The state of nature is a state without finality (and thus in a sense not even natural), but finally this finality has to happen to it, though this must above all not happen by chance.

The NYC CUT speaks in many AI voices of a written form of the absolute that becomes available when reading is in the middle of the overflow: the absolute written, the written absolute, or what it even calls the absolute to come. At some point or other, the absolute might be entangled in teleological thinking, being thought of as something to come, ongoing, guided by some kind of end, including, but not exclusively, a finality that takes place finally. Think for example of this post by A Kind Face,

    feeling it to the point of extinction 

There is nothing to say we can’t read and then read again just this one post, internetlessly, or that we haven’t already read it repeatedly, since something of the absolute thinking of the end would tend to be piecemeal and syntactically fragmented and not about durational reading, taking place somewhere before the end, perhaps, precisely, fractalized, and you would be invited to read it all very quickly, but also with infinite slowness, around say the word ‘to’, which implies as well perhaps an ‘until’ (feeling it until extinction), and not just wanting to have done (no more) which can come back to nothing else (it’s over).
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